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cases where the old musician had received gratuities for his
performances, he retired quite alone some distance from the
town, and there he enjoyed a jig all to himself, extemporizing
and beating his own accompaniments on his drum.

My friend S., besides being an artist, was a musician of rare
talent, and we never did anything wiser than take with us on
this journey to the Sahara our volumes of Spohr and Viotti for
two violins, 'not only as a precious resource for our recreation,
but for the pastime, if not pleasure, that we afforded to others.
We never had enjoyed such renown, and probably never shall
again, and we two might have shown our appreciation of ap-
plause by retiring to the desert and dancing, like the illustrious
maestro above mentioned.

Our large room possessed marvellous acoustic properties,
which magnified our efforts to the dignity of a grand orchestra,
and it was difficult to keep an audience away. The Arab gallery
listened with more curiosity than admiration, and used to ask
when we were to begin- our "sawing on the crin-crin." An
officer and constant attendant actually and repeatedly shed tears
over-a favorite adagio from Spohr, and through him we were
invited to the Catholic church to play at high mass one Sun-
day morning. The reader must remember that we were in the
desert and that music is not easily to be found, and is appre-
ciated accordingly. The good old cure was also moved to
tears, and was not the only one who showered compliments on
us. Many members of the congregation came to thank us for
supplementing the short-winded organ, whose wheezing asth-
matic tendency was aggravated by every return of the sirocco.